THE VICTORIANS AND AFTER
action who in actuality had none of the qualities he would have wished to find in them, and his unresolved mysticism which took the form of supernatural stories But on his proper ground he was a superb craftsman in words and in form His prose \vas based on seventeenth-century English, and he is the greatest master of the short story in the language He represents, as already suggested, all that is best in Imperialism, and seems to have been innocent of its squalid side He was acclaimed largely for the wrong reasons, and the grounds of his fame will change, but his wide sympathies, his intense love of life and of the humbler people who live it and do its work, his respect for virtues without which society cannot exist, and his comic sense, combined with the virility and vividness of his prose, are likely to make his work enduring
Wholly different m character and in approach, in method and in matter, is the work of E M Forster In his novels and short stones we find the deepest reaction against the things that Kipling stood for Each has a distinct scale of values, but they are values in different worlds Both, however, are typical of the Edwardian period For Mr Forster, Mr. Kipling's world is the useless outer world, a scene of telegrams and anger, of futile efficiency, of misdnected effort For him the things of importance are the inner things, the quiet things, and particularly important are those emotions which spring from what we have come to call "the personal relation" His is a world of introspection, Kipling's an ex-travert world. The delicacy of his prose, as accurate and precise in its own way as Kipling's, matches the delicacy of the sentiments of Mr Fprster's characters These beings, so jealous of their integrity, would hate all Kipling's characters, who, in turn, would despise Mr Forster's Kipling's would willingly risk their souls for The Thing, Mr Forster is anxious that empire and efficiency should not destroy men's souls, since they only have one life m which to enjoy them Forster's novels made no great noise at their first appearance1 (his post-War novel, A Passage to India> was a different matter), and indeed the structure of the earlier
1 Except Howard's End, but the war swamped all literary considerations
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